CCTHE     PILGRIM     OF     E T E R N I T Y * *

So on Monday evening, April the igth, 1824, at
six-fifteen that noble spirit vanished from the world.
A terrific storm raged over the mouth of the Gulf,
and hearing the roar of thunder, the armed men
and the shepherds, cowering in the filthy streets,
said to each other, " The great man is dead.55

As my Greek pony plodded along the road be-
tween Agrinion and the coast, and I looked across
the marshes to Missolonghi on my right hand, I wit-
nessed again the departure of that courageous and
exuberant soul. I heard again the words, " For-
ward ! Forward ! Follow my example ! Don't be
afraid ! " And I was glad to think that, within my
narrow limits, I had followed his example, and shared
in his conflict for freedom against the same oppressor
of the same people he had sacrificed himself to save.
And when I reflected that, but for him, though at
the time he failed, the Turk would still have remained
for many years supreme over the land of Greece, I
was content to honour the man who had done this,
and besides had shaken the self-complacent presump-
tion of Church and Society in our own country. As
to his weakness, his evil behaviour, I would leave,
with meekness, his sins to the literary scavengers,
who, no doubt, have grubbed a lot of lucrative
leavings out of the refuse.
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